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P Doze Coridon, did ſometime let 
bard by the Bꝛoome alone: 
And ſecretly complain d to it. 
againſt his only one. 5 
He bids the E zoome that bloomes him by 
bears witneſſe to his wzong, 
And thinking that none elſe was nic, 
bc thus began his Sung: 


The bonny Broome, the well tavour'd Broum, 


the Broome bloomes fairc on hill, 
What ail'd my Love to lightly mee, 
and I working her will? 


If Syrinx fo2 deſpiſing Pan 
thc Shepheards god, was changed, 
Into a Rede, may I not then, 
hope well to be reuenged 
On Calatca ? whoſe diſdaine 
fo; ſozrow dothconſume 
Pooꝛe Coridon, who ſtill eomplaines, 
and monrncs among the Bꝛoome, 
The bunny Broome, &c. 


It pꝛoud Apollo fell in love 
with that bencan dame, 
And left his bleſt abode abouc, 
to fe de his fleſhty flame, 
Fc2 pꝛide ſyne turned in a Tree, 
that Death ſhould be her Doome: 
Shall ſhe not ſometime ſigh ſoꝛ mee, 
and monrne amongſt the Bzoome: 
Ihe bemy Broome, &. 


F02 ſhe bath ſene my ũgbes and tegres, 


and knowcs my kinde intent: 

Pet ſcoznes ſeʒ to regard my cares, 
and lavaches when 1 lament. 

Yet though a looke would ſend rellcfe, 
to tale my grieued grone : 


bee buried in the ©zoome, 


0 Firſt would ſhe then to ende my griele, 
| 
The bonny Broome, &c. 


— 


Oh, would ſhe leaue her coy dildaines, 
8 which makes me dwine and die. 
\d And pit ty him who Fil! complaines, 
that che ſo cope ſhovld be, 
#9 Pooze Coridon would out of doubf, 
' bis wonted ioyes reſume : 
And ſing her pzaiſes round about 
the bozders of the Bzoome. 
1 The bonny Broome, &c. 


9 But ſince ſhe ſtill continues cope. 
and cateleſſe ot my care: 
0 I will awake the blinded Bop, 
my late foz to declare: 
=.) hat he oner whom my Miſtreſſe pzoud 
lo pzoudly doth pzeſame : 
9 And make her ſigh and ung aloud, 
v%/ fad ſongs about the Bꝛeome: 


5 The bonny Broome, &c. 
? 


Ele pꝛeud Apollo J the pꝛap, 
9 to turne ber in a Tre : 
ban thzow thy pleaſant Pipe away, 
2 Pahe her thy Rade to bee. 
In tcee 0z Rede when ſh& is changed. 
let none ol theſe beate bloome : 
2 So will J holde me well renenged, 
and blithly ung the Bꝛoome 
Beare witneſſe Bʒoome, thou dainty Bꝛoom 
that bloomes on hill and dale: 
N Since Galetcalightiies me, 
3 I take my long Farewell, 
FINIS. 
don Printed for F. Coles. 
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